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SPRING TORRENTS 



Will it always be like this until I am dead? 

Every spring must I bear it all again — 
With the first red haze of the budding maple boughs, 

The first sweet-smelling rain? 

Oh, I am like a rock in the rising river 

Where the flooded water breaks with a low call, 

Like a rock that knows the cry of the waters 
And can not answer at all. 

WHAT DO I CARE 

What do I care, in the dreams and the languor of spring, 

That my songs do not show me at all ? 
For they are a fragrance, and I am a flint and a fire; 

I am an answer, they are only a call. 

What do I care — for love will be over so soon — 

Let my heart have its say, and my mind stand idly by. 

For my mind is proud, and strong enough to be silent — 
It is my heart that makes my songs, not I. 

MY HEART IS HEAVY 

My heart is heavy with many a song, 

Like ripe fruit bearing down the tree; 
And I can never give you one — 

My songs do not belong to me. 
[293] 



